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Summary: Sophia is excited to finally be a Pokemon trainer! However, 
things that may seem good can change drastically when one strays off 
the beaten path... 


Off The Beaten Path 


>This is my first attempt at writing a halfway decent story, so if 
you love it or despise it, I'm fine with that. All reviews are 
welcome . <br>_THIS IS MATURE MATERIAL (I8+)_ 

>If you don't like Pokemonhuman porno, you should probably leave 
now . 

ENJOY 

>-<p> 

**_Off The Beaten Path_** 

Let me start by saying one thing. It has always been one of my 
greatest dreams to become a Pokemon master. I know, that's probably 
what every 10 year-old soon-to-be trainer says, but I really mean it. 
Just the thought of having a great team of powerful Pokemon someday 
makes me feel excited. I have waited a long time for this day, and 
it's finally here. Today is my first day of being 10 years old, and, 
as you probably guessed, a Pokemon trainer! I should probably mention 
that my name is Sophia, just for the sake of this story. Anyways, 
here's how it all started: 

I woke up on the morning of November 18th, and my first thought was 
"I'm a trainer!" I leapt out of bed, grabbed my bag from the shelf 
where I kept it (already packed, of course!), and thundered down the 
stairs into the kitchen, where my mom was waiting for me. "Alright 
mom, I'm off, see ya!", I shouted as I ran for the door. Before I 
could get outside, I felt her hand grip my shirt hem and yank me 
back. "Not so fast, you! Eat something before you go, for goodness' 
sake!" I grumbled as I plunked down at the table and hastily crammed 



down a couple of pieces of toast. Not that I was hungry anyway. 


As soon as I finished, mom was on top of me like a Staraptor. "You 
remember what we discussed last night?", she asked. "Yes, mom, I 
know, just let me go!" I knew she wanted to talk about the rules her 
and dad had set for me in order for me to leave. My mom has always 
been concerned about proper safety along the Routes ever since my 
older brother, Craig, became a trainer 3 years ago. "I just wanted to 
remind you that your father and I are very concerned for your safety 

out there. Also, you did agree to the rules last night." "Okay, I get 

it, mom." She continued with an exasperated look on her face, "You 
remember that you should never talk to strangers?" I nodded. "And you 
should never pass through any tall grass without a Pokemon?" I nodded 
again. "And that, more than anything, you should never leave the 
path, no matter how safe it may seem?" I bobbed my head for what I 
hoped was the final time. "Good. You're free to go, Sophia. Your 
father told me to wish you good luck from him." "Thanks, mom. I'll 
make sure to visit!", I shouted as I ran to the door. As I stepped 
outside and closed it, I could have sworn I heard her mumble: "Oh, 
Arceus, stay safe, Sophia." 

As I walked down the road towards the Pokemon lab, I listened to the 

beautiful sounds of nature coming from the trees a little way off. 

The Pidoves were chirping brightly, and some small Caterpie were 
milling around on the ground. Thinking that I would soon be able to 
catch Pokemon like these filled me with excitement. Not that I would 
want such low-level Pokemon. I planned my journey as I continued to 
walk, thinking about how I would continue down Route 1 to Aquacorde 
Town, and then maybe through Routes 2 and 3. I knew there were not 
very many interesting Pokemon on any of those Routes, but they would 
be good enough to start with. I snapped out of my daydreaming when I 
realized I had passed the Pokemon lab by a few houses. I backtracked 
and crunched my way up the gravel path. I pushed open the glass doors 
and stepped inside. 

I felt the blast of air conditioning hit my face as I surveyed the 
neat front room. I always wondered how they kept these places so 
neat. Everything seemed polished to a high shine, and not even a 
speck of lint was present on the receptionist's suit as she glanced 
up at me. "New trainer?", she asked. I nodded, too excited to speak. 
"Go see Professor Aspen, second door on the right." I walked down the 
hall and opened the door. Inside, Professor Aspen had his back to me. 
He seemed to be examining a Pokemon egg with red stripes ringing it. 
After several seconds of waiting, I cleared my throat. He spun around 
and his face lit up when he saw me. "Sophia, I wasn't expecting you 
so early! Today's the big day, huh?" "Yep." I answered back. "Alright 
then, if you will just follow me over to here, you can pick out your 
starter." I followed him eagerly through a side door into a room in 
which the 3 starters sat on a table. The bright red and yellow one, a 
Fennekin, immediately caught my eye. "Alright then," Said Aspen, 
"Whichever one you want, it's yours." 

I knew that my mind was already made up as soon as I walked into the 
room, but I thought I should probably make sure. "Do you have a...", 

I asked timidly. "A what? Pokedex?", said Professor Aspen. "Of 
course, I almost forgot!. Here you go." He removed a small red device 
from his pocket and handed it to me. "Wow! My very own Pokedex!", I 
thought to myself. I held it up to the first Pokemon on the table. 
Immediately, a robotic voice responded: "Chespin, Grass type Pokemon: 
The quills on its head are usually soft. When it flexes them, the 



points become so hard and sharp that they can pierce rock." I held it 
up to the second starter: "Fennekin, Fire type Pokemon : Eat ing a twig 
fills it with energy, and its roomy ears give vent to air hotter than 
390 degrees Fahrenheit." Then the last starter: "Froakie, Water type 
Pokemon: It secretes flexible bubbles from its chest and back. The 
bubbles reduce the damage it would otherwise take when attacked." I 
was definitely sure now. The Chespin and Froakie were nice and all, 
but... "I'll take the Fennekin!", I said. "Good choice, " Aspen 
replied, "This particular Fennekin is a male, if you are okay with 
that." "That's fine!" He placed the warm creature in my arms. "Here 
are some Pokeballs to get you started." I placed my new Fennekin on 
the ground, took a Pokeball, and said "Come on Fennekin, let's go!" I 
clicked the ball open, and Fennekin was pulled inside. "Make sure to 
take good care of her, Sophia!", the Professor said as I ran from the 
room. I passed back through the office and burst out of the double 
doors . 

I sprinted down the street towards Route 1, passing back by my house 
without a second glance at it. It was finally happening! I was 
starting my journey! "I'm gonna catch'em all!", I shouted, and saw a 
neighbor glance out their window, slightly alarmed. Within minutes I 
was at the entrance to Route 1 . The trees stretched down the dirt 
lane towards Aquacorde Town. As I passed through the gate, I heard 
someone yell: "Wait, stop!" I paused, unsure of who had called out, 
until I noticed a young boy traipsing towards me. he looked about my 
age, with a very short, black haircut. "I'm Mark." He stuck out his 
hand. I shook it and had already started forwards again when he 
cried: "Wait!" I stopped again and looked at him: "What?" "What's 
your name?", he asked. "Sophia, and what do you want?" "I just wanted 
to ask you what starter you picked out, since you looked like a new 
trainer...! just got my starter this morning. I chose Froakie." "Oh," 
I said, "well, I got an awesome Fennekin, " He gave me a strange look 
at this, and responded: "Well, I don't know why you would choose 
Fennekin, because personally I don't think fire types are especially 
effective in battles." "Well great, thanks for your opinion on that." 
I continued on my way, and he shouted: "Maybe I'll see you sometime! 
We can have a battle! I can't wait!" "Not likely.", I muttered as I 
walked further into the forest. 

While moving down the path, I was on constant lookout for any good 
Pokemon. Strangely enough, I found none. Even stranger still, I could 
hear them all around me. The trees were alive with the sound of 
rustling wings and chirping, but no bird Pokemon were to be seen. I 
could hear movement in the underbrush, but whenever I peered over the 
bushes, nothing presented itself. At one point, I even heard 
something race across the path directly behind me, and when I turned, 
it was gone. So far, this Route had turned out to be a big letdown. I 
considered releasing Eennekin to see if he could find any Pokemon I 
couldn't, but decided he might not feel up to the task, considering 
he had known me all of 20 minutes. Instead, I continued onwards, 
constantly alert for any sign of activity. 

My spirits began to fall as I neared the end of the trail. Up ahead I 
could see the front gate of Aquacorde Town. Why did Route 1 have to 
be so short? There wasn't even any tall grass to check along the 
path! Nothing but brambles and thick trees! I had just decided that 
there really was nothing to be found here when I spotted a bit of 
color out of the corner of my eye. I turned quickly, and nothing was 
there, but I knew I had seen something. I backtracked a bit and 
scanned the undergrowth, eager for any sign of movement. All was 



still. Suddenly I noticed a bright spot that was clearly not another 
bush. As I quietly watched, a Pokemon moved out from behind the bush. 
It seemed not to notice me, as it was intently pawing at something in 
the ground. I quickly pulled my Pokedex from my pocket and held it up 
to the strange Pokemon. "Herdier, Normal type Pokemon: This very 
loyal Pokemon helps trainers, and it also takes care of other 
Pokemon." A loyal Pokemon that could even take care of others?! 
Awesome! That's just the type of Pokemon I wanted! And, as a bonus, 
it was already second evolution! By this point I had made up my mind: 
I was definitely catching this one! The only issue was just how to 
get near it . . . 

Before I even had a chance to formulate a plan, a Pidove took flight 
from a nearby tree, cooing loudly. The Herdier glanced around 
fearfully, saw me, and charged back into the undergrowth where it had 
come from. Reacting on instinct, I began to chase after it, then 
stopped short a few paces into the trees. Mom had said to never leave 
the path, no matter how safe it seemed... and I had agreed to that. 

But . . . I couldn't just let the Herdier get away! I might not get 
another chance like this for a long time! I stood there, torn between 
following my mother's orders or pursuing the Pokemon farther into the 
forest. I checked the surrounding trees and bushes. It seemed safe 
enough ... and, of course, the entrance to Aquacorde Town was only 
about 60 feet away. Nothing bad could possibly happen on a Route with 
nothing but basic Pokemon, and with me being so close to the Town! I 
sprinted deeper into the trees. 

As branches began to block some of the sunlight filtering in, I 
noticed the unmistakable signs that I was on the right track: paw 
prints were plastered into some mud and wet soil. I followed them for 
a short while, then they ended. I kept moving in the same direction, 
pretty confident that the dumb creature would just continue moving 
forwards. Several minutes later I emerged, panting, into a small 
clearing. There was nothing especially notable about the place except 
for a few strange rocks... and the Herdier crouching near a tree! The 
Pokemon just sat there, panting heavily, clearly very tired from the 
chase. It stared at me with a pitiful little expression on its face, 
and I actually felt a little bad for it. Then again, it was fairly 
large, and probably around 3 feet tall. I took a tentative step 
towards it, and it did nothing but continue to give me that tired 
look. Deciding it was safe, I crossed the clearing and stood in front 
of it. I crouched down and examined the large creature. It was 
actually quite friendly looking, and I carefully placed a hand on its 
fur. I thought I felt it shiver a little under my touch, but 
thankfully it did not react. I stroked it, and found that its fur was 
very soft, despite its coarse look. Man, wait until everybody hears 
that I got so close to an actual wild Herdier ... actually , come to 
think of it, that I caught a wild Herdier, if things went according 
to plan! It was then that I noticed a small lump in the fur on its 
underside . 

I had known what sex was for quite a while, and had actually accessed 
some porn before my mom found out and put a stop to it, so I was 
pretty sure I knew what it was that I saw. It was the Herdier 's 
penis ... well , not really, considering it was really just a fold of 
skin. So it might be . . . a sheath? Isn't that what they called them? I 
knew it was a bit strange, but nevertheless I looked at it closely. 
After all, I would want to be familiar with my soon-to-be new 
Herdier. I considered placing my hand on it, shied away from the 
thought, and then did it nevertheless. Nothing noticeable happened 



when I placed my hand there, except that the Herdier's ears might 
have perked up just a bit. After receiving no response to my actions, 
I ran one finger around the faint circle formation of the skin. This 
definitely produced a result, as the Herdier's ears perked up, and 
his fur fluffed itself out a bit. Too interested to stop, or to 
really think about what I was doing, I fitted the but of hanging skin 
in my fist and gently tugged at it. 

This elicited an immediate response, although not the type I had 
expected. A hot, warm feeling suddenly filled my hand, and I realized 
with dawning horror that Herdier's dark red organ had begun to emerge 
from the skin surrounding it. Knowing I should stop, I continued 
running my hand gently around the skin, then switched places and 
moved it onto the penis itself. Herdier growled faintly and I pulled 
away, not sure if he might attack. After nothing else happened, I 
returned my hand to working the thick, red thing in front of me. 

Soon, I started running my hand tightly up and down its length, and 
was surprised yet again. The entire member pushed forward out of its 
sheath and hung there, seemingly waiting for something to happen. It 
had a pointed tip, with a long, bloodred shaft leading up to a 
roundish orb at the base, which I assumed must be the creature's 
knot. Most noticeable, however, was the fact that it was huge! I 
couldn't believe that a Pokemon that's ears hardly reached my navel 
could have such a gigantic penis! 

As I stared in wonder at the thing presented to me, I felt something 
even warmer dribble onto my closed fist. I saw that a tiny bit of 
milky white, viscous liquid had made its way down the tip and onto my 
fist. I assumed it must be semen, or 'cum', as some people called it. 
Strangely enough, I wasn't disgusted by it. Much the contrary, 
actually. I felt a little tingle run through my body at the feeling 
of the precum sliding down my hand. And... could it be possible ... my 
underwear felt a bit damp too? 

I continued stroking it, but nothing more happened. It seemed that 
the Herdier had gotten all it could get out of that particular act. I 
stared at the throbbing penis before me and wondered if I 
should... no, that's disgusting! Don't even think about that! Yet I 
felt my knees bending as I crouched on all fours in front of the 
Pokemon. I moved my head forward under it until all I could see was 
the huge red organ, then, with surprising avidity, latched my mouth 
around it. Herdier seemed not to notice as I began to work my lips 
around him, running my tongue over the foreign object in my mouth. 
Although I could hardly fit half the thing into my mouth, I could 
taste the precum on the tip leaking onto my tongue. It had no flavor, 
really, and I wondered what the attraction was to people actually 
_swallowing_ this stuff, like in the bits of porn I had seen. I ran 
my tongue in circles around the bit of shaft in my mouth, and my 
efforts went unappreciated by the Pokemon I was trying to please. 

That was, until he unexpectedly pistoned his hips toward me! 

The powerful thrust took me off guard, and I felt his tip sink into 
the back of my throat, triggering my gag reflex. Without thinking, I 
pulled my head away from the huge mass and gasped in a breath of 
fresh air. As I gagged and sputtered, the Herdier continued humping 
the air, under the illusion that my eager throat was still there. He 
stopped after a few seconds and stared at me as I recovered from the 
coughing spell, his engorged member dangling beneath him, drizzling 
more precum onto the ground. After a while, I was able to look up, 
and saw that he had deflated slightly. His fur was beginning to lay 



flat again, and his ears were drooping, clearly disappointed. I 
stared at him, wondering if there was anything else I could do, since 
oral seemed out of the question after that unanticipated 
complicat ion . Of course, the only thing I could think of was the 
worst. As I said earlier, I had known about sex for a while, but I 
had never pondered what it would be like to actually do it... much 
less what it would be like to do it with a Pokemon! The idea revolted 
me slightly, oral was one thing, but actually ... doing it? Then again, 
I did need to get to know my new Herdier a bit better... 

I decided what the best option would be. Not that it was hard, since 
my constantly moistening vagina told me the obvious answer. I 
stripped off my shorts and top, then unstrapped the bra I was 
wearing, revealing my small breasts. I tossed my pack aside, and 
worked off my panties with one hand while my other made its way back 
to the creature's penis. My pussy was practically dripping with 
anticipation. Herdier stiffened at my touch, and he perked up again 
as I renewed my efforts, working that huge member in every way 
possible. Pretty soon. He was clearly ready for a bit more than just 
some fancy handwork. I contemplated the best way to achieve my goal, 
and decided to crouch down on my hands and knees, my rear elevated 
towards him. I think they called this position 'doggy-style', or 
something like that. It was only after I was prepared that I realized 
the biggest issue. It was going to be quite difficult to fit even 
half of Herdier 's penis into my tiny hole. Not really sure what to 
do, I made up my mind to just try it at least, since it seemed 
Herdier was getting restless. He was occasionally humping the air, as 
if he thought there was someone there. I presented my rear to him, 
and he ignored it, content with screwing the air around him. I 
reached back, wrapped my fist around as much shaft as would fit, and 
tugged gently. He turned, noticed me, and aimed directly at me. 

Before I was even ready, he had thrusted powerfully forward. Thank 
Arceus it missed, or I would have been walking lopsided for a week. 
Instead, he merely rubbed his length along my exposed pink flesh, 
eliciting a pleasured moan from me. I couldn't wait any longer. I 
grabbed his member again, positioned it at the small entrance to my 
vagina, and gritted my teeth as he thrusted forwards. 

He slammed his way into me with the force of a Spearow going at mach 
2. The pain was unbearable as I felt his massive, eager cock tear 
through my hymen and continue deeper into me. I screamed aloud as his 
pointed tip pressed itself against the back wall of my womb. With 
tears of pain in my eyes, I glanced back at him, and was horrified to 
see that less than half of his shaft had buried itself in me. Oh, 
Arceus, what made me think this was a good idea?! Herdier, however, 
seemed to think this a very good idea, and after the first 
experimental thrust, began to push back and forth into me. If 
anything, each thrust felt even worse than the last, causing me to 
whimper in pain every time I felt him press against my back wall. 

Some blood had spilled out when he had torn my hymen, and I was 
thankful that at least there was no more. At that point, I was 
honestly amazed he hadn't ruptured something vital. This was nothing 
like I had expected! I thought sex was supposed to feel good! 

Whatever this was, having a massive Herdier cock eagerly slamming its 
way into to you over and over was far from good! 

He continued pistoning himself forward at a vigorous pace, and it was 
all I could manage to keep myself from shrieking out loud. I was 
afraid someone on the Route might hear me and find me in such an 
embarrassing dilemma. My abused pussy sent throbs of pain upwards to 



my body as Herdier attempted to force himself deeper, stretching my 
lips as far as they would go. I resigned myself to the fact that all 
I would get from this was pain until Herdier finally finished up. I 
silently berated myself for allowing such a thing to happen. 

Several minutes later, Herdier was still going strong, now reaching 
as far back as possible with every single inward movement. I however, 
was feeling slightly better. After the first 5 minutes or so of 
unbearable pain, some pleasure had actually begun to push through to 
the numb walls of my vagina. Actually, a bit more than some. Enough 
to start me moaning again, only this time not in pain. Every time he 
thrusted inwards, my pussy's walls would tighten, a if trying to 
reject him. Each time this happened, it sent a jolt of pure pleasure 
through my body. Herdier, however, seemed to get no more pleasure out 
of this tightening then he had when he started. The sensations 
steadily grew until I was fully aware of his tip squashing itself 
against my womb every other second. I risked another glance back and 
saw that, somehow, Herdier was now managing to fit three fourths of 
his girth into me with every thrust. I thought he must have stretched 
out my innards quite a bit for that to be possible, and again I 
wondered if something inside me might have actually torn. However, 
these thoughts were soon dispelled as he began to push himself inside 
of my tiny pussy even faster. 

After a few seconds of these new, faster movements, I began to feel a 
tingling sensation building in my hips and legs. I had tried out 
masturbation before, but it was nothing compared to this as I reached 
my hand between my legs, carefully avoiding Herdier 's quickly moving 
penis, and began rubbing, pinching, and stretching my cunt. This, 
coupled with Herdier 's quick movements, and the sensation of him 
filling up my womb with his shaft, drove me over the edge. I think I 
actually screamed in pleasure as I orgasmed, but I can't be sure. My 
abused vagina sprayed forth a fair amount of juices as my body was 
racked with intense spasms. Nothing I had ever felt before had been 
like this. _Nothing_. 

I couldn't even count the number of times I came over the next 45 
minutes. That's right, _45 minutes_. Apparently I had underestimated 
the Pokemon, as he was able to continue jolting himself forward every 
time I came. He rammed himself violently inside of me as much as 
possible, and his already bulging cock began to expand even more. I 
knew what would soon be coming... or should I say _cumming_? 

As I came yet again, I knew that Herdier was about to finish up, and 
that I may not even be conscious to experience it. The edges of my 
vision had been graying for some time now, and I think I knew why. 

The huge mixture of intense pain and pleasure coming from inside me 
was too much for my body to handle. Even as these thoughts crossed my 
mind, I felt rather than saw Herdier bury himself up to the hilt in 
my tiny pussy, literally expanding the back wall of my womb, going 
farther than he had gone yet. The gray patches around my vision began 
to grow as terrible pain rather than pleasure filled my body. I felt 
the muscles inside my pussy tighten down around his red cock. He 
stopped moving for the first time in what seemed like hours, and I 
had no idea why at first. Then, I was aware of an odd feeling in my 
lower regions. When I looked down, I could see an abnormal protrusion 
growing larger in my hips, raising the skin around it. I understood 
that his knot had begun swelling inside me, effectively putting a 
cork in me. The intense feeling of fullness at that moment was 
impossible to describe. I came again, not even bothering with my sore 



cunt, knowing I only had seconds before I blacked out. With a hefty 
grunt, one of the first noises I had heard him make since I first saw 
him in the bushes, he came inside of me. The first jet of flaming hot 
cum coated every inch of my innards and womb, the second filled them 
up completely. With another grunting noise, he spurted out a third 
jet, which filled me to the blowing point. I swear I could feel my 
womb and vagina expanding, trying to fit in all of the liquid, since 
his stopper was still fixed firmly inside me and was letting nothing 
out. When he jizzed into me the fourth time, the gray realms of my 
vision grew black and quickly expanded. I only experienced the 
beginning of the fifth time, as I passed out a few seconds in. 

I came to not long after, maybe after only 40 seconds, and the first 
thing I became aware of was that he was still inflated inside me. I 
had collapsed onto the ground, and he had been forced to kneel down, 
but he was still attached to me. I lay there for several minutes, 
feeling the numbness and pain inside me, and listening to the noises 
of the surrounding forest. At long last, I felt his knot beginning to 
become smaller. I waited until it had returned to its normal size, 
and winced when he pulled all of it out from inside me. Seeing his 
cock, I again began to wonder how it was possible that such a thing 
could fit completely inside me. As soon as it had fully come out, a 
small flood of viscous semen gushed out from between my legs. He 
stood over me for several seconds, sniffing the air. His work 
completed, he trotted away into the forest, cum still dripping from 
his softening member. I was too weak and sore to even try to stop him 
from getting away, and the last I saw of him was his tufted tail 
disappearing between two tree trunks. 

After another hour or so, I felt I was finally able to lift myself 
shakily from the ground. As I stood up, some more cum leaked out of 
my bruised, reddened vagina. I limped over to my stuff, every step 
creating a jolt of pain, and gathered it up. I clipped on my bra, 
then slipped on my panties. I then pulled my shirt over my head, and 
yanked my shorts back up my legs. I gathered up my pack, stared for a 
second at the spot where I had fucked the Herdier (now slightly damp 
from all of my juices and his semen) , and walked back into the 
trees . 

I emerged a while later on Route 1. It seemed to have been years 
since I had last been here. I had seen that Herdier, and intending to 
catch it, followed it off the path. I thought to myself: "Well I 
didn't catch the Herdier, but I guess I might have gotten something 
better for my troubles. That's not too bad, considering I still have 
Fennekin, and I'm sure I'll have another chance to catch a Herdier 
sometime in the future..." Following that thought, I mused out loud: 
"You know, mom was actually right. It can be pretty dangerous off the 
path. Just not in the way she thought." And, smirking, I began to 
traipse up the dirt path towards Aquacorde Town. 


>If you survived the story, congrats ! <br>Feel free to leave a review. 

>If possible, mention anything you liked or didn't like, such as: Too 
long? Too short? Too much sex? Too little sex? Spelling errors? 
Etc.<br>Good feedback = CHAPTER 2 


Thanks for reading 



>-<emXstrong>Thecursednoodle<br>* * 


End 
f ile . 



